THE   PALIO  AT   SIENA

The flags are classical, they are ' High Art;
there is nothing more to be said.

The drum beat on. The bannermen waved
their flags, so artfully that the whole expanse of
patterned stuff was always unfurled and tremu-
lously stretched along the air. They passed the
flags from one hand to the other5 behind their
backs, under a lifted leg. Then, at last, drawing
themselves together to make a supreme effort3
they tossed their banners Into the air. High they
rose5 turning slowly, over and over, hung for an
instant at the height of their trajectory, then
dropped back3 the weighted stave foremost^ to-
wards their throwers, who caught them as they
fell A final wave, then the drum returned to
its march rhythm, the bannermen shouldered
their flags, and followed by the anachronistic
children and idlers from the twentieth century,
Pinturicchio's three young bravos swaggered off
up the dark street out of sight and at length, the
drum taps coming faintlier and ever faintlier,
out of hearing.

Every evening after that, while the swallows
were in full cry and flight about the tower, we
heard the beating of the drum. Every evening,
in %the little piazza below us, a fragment of
Pinturicchio came to life. Sometimes it was our
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